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“But I didn't do it,” protested the prisoner, wiping
ier eyes ancw with her tear-saturated handkerchicf.

The matron, scated in a rocking-chair by her de:
at the further end of the bare room and stitching busily
3t the hem of an apron, coughed, and directed a half
mithng glance at the stout, dapper young lawyer and
ps prospective client. The young lawyer, from his
perch on the ledge of the stecl-barred window, winked
swiftly in return, The girl was young, and she made
3 rather pathetic little figure in that stern cheerless en-
nronment.  She could hardly have been more than
nincteen or twenty and her face, paled by her last
mght's vigil and tear-stained, had a certan delicacy
and refinement if not actual beauty. “ Harper,
occupation, saleslady; residence, 87,310 Flournoy Ave-
nue.” That was her booking below.

“Please believe T didn't do 1t!” she cried,

“Of course you didn't,” agreed Levy, the stout young
lawyer, with smilng sarcasm. “The only trouble will
be to make the jury believe you didn't. If I was the
jury you'd leave this jail without a stain on your char-
acter in just about a holy second; but as it is—" He
shrugged his plump shoulders and threw out his hands,
palms upward.

A look of terror came into the blue eyes that were
raised appealingly to his bold black ones and the shght
figure in the purple-and-white frock shivered a little,
Levy, looking at her, was puzzled in spite of his nat-
ural acuteness sharpened by six years of highly suc-
cessful criminal practise; furthermore, he experienced
a feeling almost entircly new to lum—that of pity

“Don't you get scared, now,"” he said, reasurringly;
“we'll get you off all right—some way. You're too
pretty—" He checked himself, and that for the mere
reason that the girl seemed distressed  Then the pro-
fessional instinct asserted itself  “What did you do
with the money” he asked bluntly.

“The money?”

“Why, yes, the moncey,” repeated the lawyer sharply.
“The money you got on the check.”

“I didn't cash the check,” the girl cried passionately.
“I tell you I didn’t! T didn't!” Again the tears came,
and again Levy was stirred by strange emotions.

“The woman 1dentified you pretty positively,” he =aid
after a pause, eymg her narrowly, his ful! red lips
pursed. “If I'm any judge she was honest about it

“I think she was honest about 1it, too,” said the girl;
“I don't understand it. She swore to my dress and
my hat and cverything, and the little boy was sure it
was me.”

The lawyer rubbed his chin, which was already tend-
ing to doubleness, and smiled. It was mighty well done,
he told imself. Young as he was he had scen some
good counterfeits of angelic innocence, but this one heat
them all
a-show-of accepting it

“I couldn't have gone in there and cashed the check
without knowing 1t, could I?" asked his client with the
same engaging candor of expression.

Levy chuckled. “I'm afraid we couldn't work that,”
he said.  “Was 1t the same dress you're wearing?”

“Yes.”

“Same hat you wore in court yesterday?”

Ve 1

His keen eyes surveyed the cheap, not too well-fitting
suit, with a careful scrutiny under which the girl
blushed faintly. “H'm—m! they become you? So you
work in a store for seven dollars per and help to sup-
port vour mother out of that

“Yes, sir.”

“But your name isn't Harper, and you don't live on
Flournoy?”

Her chin quivered. “I couldn’t tell them that,” she
said.  “If mother had scen it in the papers it would
have killed her. I thought they'd let me go when they
found 1t wasn't me.”

“Oh, cut that out!” said Levy, roughly. “What do
yvou take me for? Iow do you suppose I'm going to
do anything for you if you don't give me the straight of
it?"

The girl looked at him, at first in amazement, and
then, without replying, she arose and walked over to the
matron

“I'm ready to go back now,” she announced, tremu-
lously. “Thank you for being so kind, but I don't
want him for my lawyer”

“What!" exclaimed the matron. She looked at Levy
sternly. The lawyer shrugged his shoulders and threw
out his hands.

“He thinks I passed the check” sobbed the girl; “he
belicves Iyn lying to lum about it. I want to go back.
Oh! what shall T do!” .

“Nonsense!"” «aid the matron, not unkindly
W'See here,” said Levy, himself lying, and with artis-
tic ease, “l don't believe you passed it. I wanted to
see what you would say. You're all right. On the
square, now ! Come back and we'll talk this over” THe
took her by the arm and she suffered him to lead her
back to the window. “You don't want to get sore,
Elise,” he remonstrated. “Is your name, Elise?”

“Yes,” the girl whispered.

“You ain't sore now ¢"

_“No,” she replied, and smiled for the first time, “not
if you really believe what I say.”

“Sure T do,” said Levy, “and I'm going to get you
out of this. You can bank on it. Now let's see where
we stand. You can’t prove an alibi and there's two
strong witnesses against vou, and the police had your
description before you were arrested. The old lady’s
respectable and there's no motive we can lay to her—
tells a straight story and I don't believe she's going to
weaken on it.” He rubbed his chin and regarded her
thoughtfully. “Now how_do you think I'm going to
get around all that?”' he asked suddenly.

“I don't know,” Elise answered with despair in her
tone

“Well, I'm going to do it, all the same,” said Levy,
sh:‘wr l_\:' “You've told me all you can, have you?”

“Yes.”

“Good-by," said Levy, holdlng out his hand,

She laid hers within it. “T don’t know what to say to
thank you” she faltered. “I don't know how I'm ever
going to pay you"

“Forget 1t?" said Levy, half jocularly; “we'll fix that
later.”

He turned abruptly, and nodding to the matron as he
passed, left the room. A few moments later the
grated, iron-cased door of the jail closed behind him

“Well, T guess I'm easy,” he mused, as he made his
way down a side street, “Not even a contingent fee
in it, and it's going to cost money. Still, she might as
well blow me as any of 'em. What kind of a game is
she plaving, anyway? I wonder if I do look like a
sucker !

He pansed where a plate-glass window afforded him
a view of himself, and smiled at his reflection. A
rather massive head, square jaw, merging almost im-
perceptibly into the throat, full red lips, swarthy com-
plexion, jetty, penctrating eyes:; clothes almost too
well-fitting, pink-striped linen, black necktic and bril-
liant-and-opal pin. A prosperons figure; certainly.
Certainly not the face of a fool. Not an unattractive
face, cither,

“She’s a peach, anyway.” he thought, “a little peach,
and I'll gamble that this is her first.” “But if it’s ter

It was so good that he felt oblized to make _

first,” urged superior reason, “how did she manage to
throw it into yvou the way she did?”

This was something of a poser. There could be no
doubt of the girl's gult, the evidence was
enough to convince anybody that. Levy's e
ence had taught him to presume guilt in almost 3
case until innocence was cstablished by absolute proc
and then to make mental reservations of doubt;
the most credulous of jurymen would not have
cepted the bare denial of the accused girl, in the f
of the circumstances, At the time the bogus check
was passed on the unsuspecting proprictress of the
Iittle dry-goods store, the soi-disant Miss Harper was
down-town, according to her own story, but she was
alone. had conversed with no one, could offer no proof
of it She was arrested in the immediate neighbor-
hood of the store—probably working the district. About
the bluest eyes!

At this stage i his meditations, Levy arrived at po-
lice headquarters, and woke to action. Opening, with-
out hestitation, a door whose ground-glass upper panel
bore the legend, “Private,” he entered a large room
where half a dozen or more men were lour smok-
ing, reading or chatting. One of these wi florid,
sandy-haired person of middle age, whose feet were
comfortably disposed on a table, as he scanned the
headhnes of the latest edition of an afternoon paper
Him Levy tapped famiharly on the shoulder. “Spare
me a minute, Jerry?” he asked

“Sure,” answered Detective Jerry Monahan, cordial-
Iy, "mmute and a half if you want it. What's domg?”

“I want to have a talk with you,” said Levy. “Come
over here”

The detective reluctantly removed his legs from the
table and followed the lawyer to a secluded corner of
the room, where the two conversed for several nun-
utes. At the close of the conference Levy shook the
florid man's hand with some effusion, Monahan, on his
part, was shaking his head.

“Then vou'll send her up this evening?” asked Levy.

“Sure,” answered Monahan, “T'll send her up 1if 1
say I will. But—" He shook his head again.

“Don’t you think she'll do 1t?”

“She'll do anything I say, vou can bet on that,” re-
plied the detective. “T'll see to that part of it all right.
And she's the queen of ‘em all, but——'

“Then that's all right,” Levy said, hastily.
you worry about anything See yon later’

He backed off, waved his plump hand in farewell,
and went quickly away, leaving Monahan still shaking
s head doubtfully

“Don't

Levy had the honor of receiving the royalty men-
tioned by his friend in his own office at the time ap-
pointed. She was a young woman apparently; in fact,
her yonth was rather apparent than real, Levy's
keen eyves at once discovercd A very attractive-look-
ing weman, in a way. Perhaps a trifle overdressed, a
little verging upon gorgeousness in the matter of jewel-
ry, but—"I guess you'll do,” was Levy's mental com-
ment, approving on the whaole

The visitor smiled, “You can get my Dertillon by
applying a2t the proper quarter,” she remarked, “but T
guess you'll be able to swear to me without 1t."

“Sit down, Kate,” said Levy affably. “Now I'll tell
you in a nughty few words what I want with you"

“Well, it 1sn't much, 1s 1t?” said the woman, sarcas-
tically, when he had told her. “T always heard your
nerve well spoken of  Three jobs and an clegant show
for getting nipped in any one of them!"

“Didn't T tell you 1t was fixed?” acked the lawyer.
“That part of it is all nght"”

“Then 1 guess T'll make ‘em a thousand apicce and
shake the town,” she said lightly

Levy frowned. * “You'll do exactly what T tell you,”
he declared, sternly, pulling some slips of paper from
his vest pocket. “You'll these, and you'll bring
the stuff back here to me

The woman took the shps and
smiled as if something amused
them down on Levy's des

“I'm too much of a I to do anything of that
sort,” che sad, decidedly; “and besides,” she added,
“what is there in it for me?”

“A new dress and hat”

“Not good enough. Come again.”

“And the privilege of obliging my friend, Jerry Mona-
han, and me, Kate,” insmuated Levy.

The woman picked up the slips again and bestowed
them n her silver and seal hand-bag. “I suppose I'll
have to, then,” she said, discontentedly,

It often scemed to Elise that the day of the trial
would never come, the hours dragged so wearily along
in the gray, sunless monotony of her confinement. At
certain periods steel doors clanged or hinge: grated or
measured footsteps sounded with hollow echoes through
the bare corridors, at other times there was the rever
beration of voices, now in harsh accents of reproof,
and again in quickly suppressed wailing, i sobbing
and in cursing,; but for the rest, silence, dead and
ominous. There was unspeakable relief to heg in Levy’s
frequent visits. He had little to tell her usually and
much to ask her. Some of his questions perplexed the
girl; others distressed her by the implication of a recur-
ring doubt of her mnocence. Yet when she challenged
his belief he wonld hasten to profess his entire, un-
shadowed faith, and always he left her with the earnest
assurance that the day of trial would be her day of
vindication and liberation. And it was impossible not
to feel confidence in him.

So, when the day came at last its terrors were mili-
gated in some degree. However severe the little wrin-
kled man with the white moustache looked as he sat in
judgment behind the tall desk, Levy was cool and
cheerful as might be. The room was gloomy and de-
pressing, the prosecuting attorney had a terrifving as-
pect, the witnesses regarded the prisoner vindictively
and with anticipated triumph, and the jury seemed dull
and apathetic, but Levy was unruffled by all this. Calm
consciousness of power, absclute confidence, fairly radi-
ated from him and communicated themselves to his
client in every smiling glance he gave her.

“You may take the witness,” said the assistant State's
attorney.

Levy seemed to hesitate. Then, leisurely rising from
his seat, he smiled reassuringly at the elderly woman
who was showing symptoms of nervousness,
I will waive cross-examination,” he said, addressing
the Courtt “Wait, though.,” He tumed to the witness.
“l notice you are wearing glasses,” he remarked. “Are
you near-sighted ?”

“Yes.”

“Did the appearance of the woman who cashed this
check strike you in any way remarkable?”

“l wouldn't say that" answered the witness, “but T
knew her again the minute [ laid eves on her”

*Her appearance and manner inspired confidence?"”

“She worked it pretty smooth.”

“*She worked it pretty smooth,"” repeated the law-
ver, slowly, “Then she had no appearance of nerv-
ousness? I will ask you to look at the prisoner’

All eves turmed on the slight, blue-eved girl, who
blushed hotly under their gaze. Her lips were trem-
bling piteously, and a coral necklace that she woare
rosc and fell rapidly with the agitation of her bosom
Her hands clutched the railing ncar her, as if for sup-

them,

Jaid

glancing at
her. 'Then she

KENNETT

port. Tt could nat have heen done better, Levy thought,
with satisfaction.

He waited for an effcctive space of time. “That's all,”
he said, with an cqually effcctive air of giving it up,

James King Judson, a freckled, knobby-jointed boy
X son ©of the prosccuting witness
was the next called His testimony w
the preliminary hearir that he had heard th .
cused ask his mother she could cash a small check
for her, as the banks were closed and she was short

of thirteen,

of change. Afterwards he had opened the door for
the 1 , and had had a good look at her N es, it was
the lady standing over there. She had on the same

dress. He recogmized the check on the Botanical Na-
tional Bank as that which the lady had given to his
mother m payment for the goods she had bought
el.evy vawned slightly and shook his head iwhen the
Assitant State’s Attorney had concluded the cxami-
nation and the boy stumbled away

“T will call Abraham Bernstem,” said Levy.

A slim, dark-browed young man stepped
forward and took the witness chair,

“Were vou recently the victim of a check swindle,
Mr. Bernsten?” asked levy. “State what took place
in vour store on the evening of March 25th.”

“A woman came in and bought six dollars’ worth of
toilet articles,—perfume, complexion powder and a small
manicure set. She asked me to cash a check for her
and I did so. The check was for ffteen dollars and

briskly

was returned two days later, marked ‘No effects””

“On what bank was the check drawn?”

“On the Botanical National

“I object, your honor,” said the Assistant State’s
Attorney; “the date mentioned is subscquent to the
crime with which the prisoner is charged and can
have ne bearing on the case”

Levy's hps curved in a derisive smile

“The fact that the date i1s subsequent to the com-
mission 6f the crime is what makes the evidence highly
material,” he said

The Court wiped his spectacle
“What do you expect to proy
crisply.

“That this case is one of mistaken identity, your
honor,"” replied Levy, with calm confidence. “I am now
imntroducing evidence to prove it. Describe the woman
who passed this check on you”

“She s a blonde,” answered the druggist: ‘blue
cyes.  She wore a purple and white dress and a hat
with a purple feather; had a good deal of style about
her."”

and readjusted them.
Mr. Levy?" he asked,

the prisoner,” smid Levy. “Did the purple and white
dress worn by the woman who passed this check upon
you resemble it?

“Dead-ringer for it,” replied the witness, readily.

“FHe means that the costumes were practically iden-
tical,” explained Levy.

“Was the prisoner the person who passed the check?
Look closcly, please.”

The drugzist looked at the prisoner. “I don’t think
s0,” he replied— “I wouldn't swear positively, but I
don't think s0."

Levy smiled. “I expected an objection there,” he
observed. “The last question was certainly superfluous
for the record proves that my client was in the county
jail at the date mentioned. T bLelieve that is all”

Levy cast a glance at hi ient was looking at
him intently, her lips parted and her eves shining with
expectation, and something else that made the law-
ver's cynic heart swell within him. She had lost sight
of the cause; the champion—her adroit and bold cham-
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“I will direct your attention to the dress worn by

pion—had crowded it from her mental view. There
admiration, gratitude and all encouragement in
the smile that she gave him,

‘I shall now call Miss
nounced Levy

Rebecca Schonberg, saleslady, employed by the firm
of Gleck Eisendrath, for all her soplusticated air, her
and her fourteen years of business
a lifetime of twenty-three, had also
been check swindler—a woman in a
purple and white d , and with a purple feather in
her hat something hike the prisoner’s, but not exactly
the same. She had noticed the hat particularly. Be-
lieved 1t the =ame dress, but would have to
examine the goods in her hand to say positively. She
resembled the prisoner, but was older. Had bought
;.'ln' es—clhow ath

Miss Schionberg usually consulted Mr. Eisendrath, but
he was at lunch, and she had acted on her own respon-
sibility.  ‘This happened on the morning of May 27th.
The check was on National Bank, and
Yes, that

Rebeeca Schonberg,” an-

sharp biack eyes,
(perience out o1
victimized by a

was

the botanical

seemed the perfect lady,

the woman certainly

as the check.
‘I offer the checks in evidence,” said Levy. “I call
the attention of the jury to the date of this swindle. On

ay 27th my clicnt was still under arrest and await-
ing trial,”

Again he was conscious of the glowing regard of
1ii|a;, who again smiled at him in a way that stirred
him curiously.

“There is one other witness I expected to call,” Levy
said, “but he has not appeared in court and I think that
his testimony would be unnnecessary in any event It
is clearly proved by the evidence of the last two wit-
nesses that a woman resembling my client and wear-
g a dress precisely the same i appearance is de-
frauding the public in the manner wrongiully charged
against this innocent girl. 1 am willing to helieve that
the charge has been brought in good faith, and that
the prosccuting witness was honest in her belief, but
I do not think that she will now persist in it. I invite
comparison of the fraudulent checks, which will be
found identical in form and handwriting.”

Here the prozecuting witness broke in shrilly :

I honestly did think that it was the girl, your honor,”
she cried.

The Assistant State’s Attorney turned upon her with
a frown before which she shrank in alarm, and which
provoked a titter from the spectators. Levy waited, a
broad smile on his face, while the Judge rapped for or-
der. Then, as the laughter subsided, his figure sud-
denly straightened from its lounging attitude, the smile
disappeared and his voice boomed sonorously, com-
mandingly, through the room:

“Your honor, I move that the case be dismissed and
the prisoncr discharged.”

“The motion is granted,” said the Court.

An hour later Levy sat in his office trying to think
the matter over clearly, and with rather poor success.
He could only think of the radiant transfigurcment of
the girl’s face when the realization of her ireedom was
borne in upon her, of her broken utterance when she

had tried to express her gratitude and of the clasp of
her hand in his. He had been actually embarrassed and
cmibarrassment was a novel sensation to him. Then
she had spoken of paying him.

“Come over to my office after a while—any time
this afternoon—and we'll see if we can make some ar-
rangement,” he had said, without any very clear idea
Obviously, he should haye taken
her to lunch and celebrated. Why didn't he?

There was an answer to the question that he was
unwilling to admit to himself—that he had grown to

of what he was saying

care for this girl m a way that rendered the ordinary
“affair” impossible; that, unscrupulous as he was, she
had awakened ccruples in him; that, material ns“_hc
was, a spintuality that had obsessed his soul smce he
had first met had and had
sct up an ideal that she, a thicf, as he knew her to be,
could never realize

He loaked at lis watch for the twenticth time, and
He tock
up a pen and Lent over his desk but made no response.
The door opened—to the “Queen of 'Em AlL”

“You don't seem glad to sec me,

heér effected an entrance

at that moment there was a rap at the door

was her first re-
mark

“T'm busy,” said Levy, shortly.
to see me about?”

“Nothing that will take up any of your time,” said
the lady, secating herseii. “I vant to touch you
for the price of a dress. I guess another twenty-five
dollars will about square us”

“That's not it, at all,* retorted
two more guesses comng, Katie.
bright enough to do better than that.
dress, didn't you?"

“That’s all right,” she replied; "now I
other. See here, Willie, dear, you told me 1 was let
out on consequences in this checle case, didn't you?"

“I did,” Levy admtted, “and what 1 sud I'll stand
for,” he added. “I won't cven ask you to pay for the
complexion powder and manicure set and gloves.”

“You're a prince,” said the “Queen pi ‘Em :\ll" sar-
castically,

“Don't you think it; I'm a piker,” corrected the im-
perturbable Levy

“Dut vou're going to do the square thing,"” she said,
smiling cheerfully. “Here's the ponts I pad sixty for
that outht, Hope to die if 1 didnt! The lid set me
back a ten spot, too, but I won't say anything about
that. My feet are small, but the sest of me ain't"

“So you put up the rest of the stuff yourself just to
do the job properly, eh?” queried Levy.

“Not on your life! T had the dress already, don't
you see? I wore it when I skinned the old woman on
the check that started But I can't wear
it again, and you've spoiled my graft. Don't you think
you owe mic another twenty-five, anyway?"

Tevy gasped  Then, pulling omz his pecketbeok, he
extracted a couple of bills and handed them to the
Taking her by the arm he conducted her to
the door and gently put her on the outside of it. “Don’t
come back here agam, Katie,” he said, softly

He went back and threw hunself into his chair, where
he sat staring blankly at the calendar on the wall with-
out moving or changing his expression for at least ten
minutes. How much longer he would have sat there is
a matter of conjecture, but there came another knock
at the door, and this time he leaped to open it

It was Elise, who, blushing, trembling, her eyes
brimming with tears of gratitude, clasped his hand 1n
both of hers and tried again to thank him.

“Sit down,” sud Levy. “Don’t say anything more,
You're making me feel cheaper every word you say,
You didn't cash the checks.”

She looked at himm in amazement.
didn’t" she said.

“T know it,” said Levy. “I just found it out.”

She still stared at him, bewildered. “I don't under«
stand,” she said slowly. ;

“Listen, then,” said the lawyer. “T'll tell you.” He
had grown pale and spoke haltiogly and with an air
of forcing himself by the exertion of a strong but
sorely sclf-opposed will, “Listen,” he said again; and
hie told her what he had done.

As the confession proceeded he saw amazement ove |
place to horror and disgust in the expression of her
face; but for all that he went doggedly on to the end,
not sparing himself. “Do you think you understand |
now?" he asked when he had concluded. B

“I—I think you meant kindly to me,” she said sadly; }
“but how could you have done it! I would rather they
had sent me to the penitentiary!” |

“I believe you,” said Levy huskily, “and I believed
you when I didn’t know it. But do you understand?”

She rose. “Good-by,” she said brokenly. “I'm sorry, so
sorry! I thought you were—different. I must pay
you, too. T will pay you if—="

“Yes," said Levy, almost sternly, “you must pay me.
Sit down; I haven't finished yet. You asked me why I
did i, didn't you It was because I loved
vou.. Don't look frigtened, girll Don't! Wait
till you hear. I've shocked you, haven't IZ I
know, I'm all to the bad; that’s right. And I'm not
either. Elise, I am different, and I want you to keep
on thinking so. I found out I was different when I
got to know you. Look at me now and see if you think
[ am lying to you. Why have I told you this? Because
I wanted to be square with you."

“Be square with everybody,” she said-gently.

“Watch me!” he said with fervor. “And it's up
to you to help. T want you to marry me. I haven’t had
much chance, girl; remember that. I've had to fight
my way ever since I was a kid kicked out into the |
Ghetto gutter twenty-five years ago. I haven't fought |
fair always, either, but I always wanted to. I'll fight|
from this on whether you help me or not. But !
you'll help me won't you, little girl? It may be hard—"

She raised her eves to his and they were radiant
“Oh, no!” she cried, “it ain't hard!”

“What do you want

just

Levy, “you've gof
I thought you were
You got ypur

want an-

the fuss

wonan

“Of course I
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